Qtt. O thou wel skild in curfes, (laic a while, ' 

And teach me how to curie mine enemies. 

Mar. Forbeare to fleepe the nights, and faff the daiei 
Compare dead happineffe with Iiuing woe, 1 

Thinke that thy babes were fairerthen they were 
And he that flew them foulerthcn he is, * 

Beating thy Ioffe makes the bad caufer worfc, 

Rcuoluing chiijWil teach thee how to curie. 

Qu. My words ate dul, O quicken them with thine. 

Thy woes wii make them fliarp,& pierce like mint. 
D». Why ihould calamitie be Ful of words? Exit <J,fa 

Qh. Windieatturnies to your Client woes, 

A erie fucceeders of inteftate ioies, 

Poore breathing Orators ofmifcries. 

Let them haue icope, though what they do impart, 

Hclpc not at ai, yet do they calc the hart. 

Duch. /f fo, then benottoong-tide, go with me, 

And in the breath ofbittcr words lets (mother 
My damned lonnc,which thy two fwcet fons lmotherd, 

1 hcarc his drum, be copious in exclaimcs. 

Enter K, Rtcbard marching with Drumma 
MidTrumftts. 

King Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Duch. A (he, that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftranglingthee in her accurfed wornbe. 

From al the (laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Qtr. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crownc 
Where fh ould be graucn,ifthat right were right. 

The daughter of the Prince that owed that Crownc, 

And the dire death ofmy two lonnes, and brothers; 

Tel me thou villaine flaue, where arc my children ? 

Duch. Thou tode, thou tode,where is thy brother Clarence? 

And little Ned Plantagenet, hisfonne ? 

Qh- Where is kind Haftings.Ti^Hers/ / aughan, 

King A flourifh trumpets, (frike alarum drummes. 

Let not the heauens heare (hefc tel-tale women 
Raileon the Lords ahnointed. Strike /faie. The trumpets 
Either be patient, and intreat me fairc,- 

-s Or 




of Richard the third. 

Orwiththeclamorus repoftofwafe 

Thus will ! drowne r yourcxclamations, ’ c: 

‘Dr. Art thou my fon? 

Ktng. I,/ change God,my father and your felfc. 

D«f Then patiently here my impatience. 

King- Madam I haue a touch ofyour condition. 

Which cannot brookc the accent or reproofe. 

Dr. i will be mild and gentle in my fpcach. 

Ki/g. Andbricfegood mother for lam in haft. 

Dn. Art thou fo haftie / haue ftaid for thee, 

God knovves in anguifh,painc and agonie, 

jgirg. And came I not at laft tocomfbrtypu? 

£„.No by the holie rootle thou knowft it well. 

Thou camft on earth to make the earth my hell, 

A greuous burthen was thy berth to me, 

TechiC and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoelc-daicsfrightfiiljdcfperate, wild, and furious. 

Thy prime of manhood,daring,bold and venturous. 

Thy age confirmed , proud,fubtile,bloudie,trechcrous, 

What comfortable houre canft thou name 
Thateucrgract meintny companic? 

King. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breake faftonce forth ofmy companie, 

Ifl be fo dilgracious in your fight, 

Let memarchon,andnotofFcndyourgrace. 

Dn. O heare me f peake for I fhal neuer fee thee more, 

Kirt%. Come, come, you art too bitter. 

Du, Either thou wilt die byGodsiuft ordinance, 

Eeate flom this war thou turne a conqueror. 

Or I with griefe and extreame a ge fhall perifli, 

And neuer lookevpon thy face againe, , 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauy curie. 

Which in the daie ofbattaile tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armor that thou wearft. 

My praiers on the: aduerfe partie fight, 

And there the little foules ofEdvvards children, 

Whifper the fpirits ofthine enemies. 

And promile them fuccefl’e and vidforic, 

K 
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